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PART L ary notice? For I found when I was in

“A lady to see you, sir.”

1 loocked up and was at once Impressed
with the grace and beauty of the person
thus iriroduced to me.

*“Is there anything 1 can do to serve
you?" I asked, rising.

She cast me a childlike look, full of can-
dor and confidenece, as she sat down in the
chair I poinied out to her.

“1 beileve so—I hope 50, she earnestly
assured me. *“I—I am in great trouble. ]
Lave just lost my husband—but it is not

“It was a death notice.”

that. It is the slip of paper 1 found on my
dresser, and whicrh—which Lo

She was trembling violenily and her
words were fast becoming incoherent 1
calmed her and asked her to relate her

story just as it happened, and after a few
minutes of silent struggle she succeeded in
collecting  herself sufficiently to respond
i same degree of coherency and self-

been married six months. My
v Holmes. For the last few
A band and myself have been
Mvirg in an apartment house on Mth street,
end as we had not a care in the world, we
were very happy till Mr. Holmes was call-
ed away an business to Philadelphia. This
was twe weeks ago. Five days later I re-
conved 1 n affectiorate letter from nim, in
h he promised to eome back the next
: and the news so delighted me that 1
wpled an invitatlon to the theater from
irtimate friends of ours. The next
iz I naturally felt fatigued and rose
: but 1T was very cheerful, for I expect-
ishand at noon. And now comes
ing mystery. In the course of
yeelf I stepped to my bureau,
a small newspaper slip attached
c=hion by a pin. I drew it off and
It was a death notice, and my
ard my limbs failed me as 1 took
edibile words:

¥ at-the Colonnade, James
Witt Holmes. New York pa-

it
halr ri
in 1ts fatal 2n

Forsythe Dwe Witt Holmes was
and, and his last letter, which was
it that very moment lving bezide the cusn-

fon, had been dated from the Colonnade.
Was [ dreaming or under the spell of some
frightful hallucination, which led me to

misread the name on the siip of paper be-
fore me? 1 could not determine. My head,
throat and chest seemed bound about with
fron, so that T could not ery out or breathe

freeiy d sufferinrg thus, I stood staring,
I do know how long, at this demon-
lacal ¢ of paper which in an In=tant

had brought the shadow of death upon my
happy Hfe. Nor was I at all relicved when
le later 1 fiew with the e into a
apartinent, and praying her to
me, found that my eyes had not
me anid that the name was In-
deed my hushand's and the notice one of
denth.
“Not from my own mind, but from hers,
came the first suegestion of comfort.
“'It ecannot bW your husband who
meant, she: ‘but one of the
rame. Your hushand wrote
day, and rhis person must have been dead
two davs, at least, for the printed notice of
s death to have reached New York., Some
hias remarked the striking similarity
and wishing to startle vou, cut

1% 7

t and pinned it on your cushjon.’

e ceived

i=

tho 1
the sli;

“l eerialnly knew of no one inconsiderate

}

enouirch
so plau
bed a
of m
my a

do this, but the explanation was
I at once embraced it and sob-
ud In my rellef. But in the midst
rejoicing T heard the hell ring in
irtment, and runninz thither, 1 en-
conntered a telegraph boy who held out
to me horrible vellow envelope which
so often bespeaks death or disaster. The
slight tonk my breath away. Summoning
my maid whom 1 saw hastening toward
me {rom an inner room, 1 begeed her to
open the telegram and tell me—but T had
no need to finish. 1 saw death in her face;
the obituary notice had told nothing but
the truth.™

The younz widow, choked with her emo-
tions, paused, recovered herself for the
second time, and then went on.

“1 had hetter show vou the telegram.”

Taking it from her pocket book, she held
It toward me. 1 read it at a glance. It
was short, simple and direet.

“Come at onee. Your hushand
dead In his room this morning. Doctors
say heart disease. Please telegraph.'
~#You see It =ays ‘this morning,’ " sha ex-
plained, placing her delicate finzer on the
woris she so eagerly quoted. “That means
a weelt ago Wednesday, the same day on
which the printed silp recording his death
was found on my cushlon. Do ¥ou not sce
something very strange about this?"

I dld, and told her so: hut before T rom-
menced the questions by which I hoped to
extract some explanation of thls matter, I
desired her to tell me what she had learned
in Philadelphia, on her visit there.

He-1r answer was simple and straightfor-
wari.

“But little more than you find in this
telecram. He died In his room. He was
found Iy¥ing on the floor near the bell but-
tem, whieh he had evidently ralsed to touch.
One hand was clenched on his chest, but
bi® face wore a peaceful look, as if death
had come too suddenly to eause him much
mffering.  His bed was undisturbed: he
had died before retiring, possibly in the
act of packing his trunk, for it was found
nearly ready for the expressman. Indeed,
there was every evidence of his intention
to leave on an early mornine train. He
had even desired to be awakened at 6
o'clock: and it was his fallure to respond
to the summon of the bell boy that hagd
led to so early a discovery of his death. He
kad never complained of any distress in
breathing and we had always considered
him a perfectly healthy man: but there
was no reason for assigning any other
cause than heart failure to his sudden
death, and so the burlal certificate was
masde out to that effect, and 1 was allowed
to bring him home and bury him in our

the

found

“I brought this serap of print into
the house myself.”

vault at Woodlawn. But"—and here her
earnestness dried up the tears which had
been flowing freely during this reeltal of
his lonely death and sad buriz!—“do you
think there i= something worth investigat-
ing In a death preceded by a false obitu-

|
SAMme | .. ¥
6 voh ‘,';:*“_1,_ | this day at the Colonnade.

Philadelphia hat no such paragraph as
that | had found pinned to my cushion, had
Leen inserted in any paper there, nor had
any other man of the same name ever reg-
istered at the Colonnade, much less died
there.”

“iHave you this notlee with you?’ T asked.

She irimediately prodieed it, and while 1

was glaneing it over, remarkad:
“Some persons would give a sunerstitious
e€xplanation to the whole matter; think I
had reccived a supernatural warning, and
been gatisfied with what they would call a
spiritual manifestation. But I have not a
bit of such folly in my composition, Liv-
ing hands set up the type and printed the
words which gpave me so deathly a shock;
and hanrds with a real purpose in them cut
it from the paper and pinned it to my cush-
fon for me to see when I woke on that
fatal mornine. But whese hands? That is
what [ want vou to find out.”

I caught the fever of her suspleions leng
before this and now felt justified in show-
ing my interest.

“First, let me asl,” s3a!d I, “who has ac-
CE€EE 10 your rooms besides your maid?”

“No one; absolutely no one.'”

“And what of her?”

“Ske is innocence itself. She is no com-
men housemaid, bul a girl my mother
brought up, whe, for the love of me, con-
Bents to do such work in the household as
my simple needs reguire.”

“I should Hke to see her.”

“There is no objection to ycur dolng sn:
but yvou will gain nothing by it. I have
already talked the subject over with her a
Gozen times, and she is as much puzzled
by It as I am myself. She says she eannot
see how any one could have got into my
rooin during my sleep, as the doors were all
leckad. Yet, as she very naturally observes,
some one must have entered there hetween
the time of my retiring and her entrance
in the morning, for she was in my hed
rcom herself just hefore I returned from
the theater, and can swear, If necessary,
tkat no such slip of paper was to be seen
on my cushion then, for duties led her di-
rectly to my bureau, and kept her there for
fully five minutes.” .

“And you heheved her?” T suggested.

“Tmplicitly.”

“Ir what direction, then, do your sus-
picions turn?"

“A man on the sidewnlk put this Into
my hand,”

“Alas! In no directicn. There is the
trcuble. 1 dom't know whom to mistrust.
It was hecause I was told that vou had the
credit of seizing a clew where others failed
to find any that I have =ought your aid in
this emergency. For the uncertainty sur-
rounding this matter is killing me and will
make my sorrow quite unendurable if I
ci nnot ohtain relief from it."”

“I do not wonder,” T began, struck by the
note of truth in her tones. *“And I shall
certainly do what T can for vou. But be-
fore we go any further. let us examine this
gcrap of newspaper and se¢  what we can
make out of it."

I had already noted two or three points in
connection with it, to which I now pro-
cesded to direct her attentton.

“Have you compared this notica" I pur-
sued, “with such others as you find every
day In the papers?"

“N0n,” was her eager answer.
like all—"

“Read,” was my quiet interraption. * '‘On
On what day?
The date is usually given in all the bona
flde notices I have seen”

“Is it?"" she asked, her eves mnist with
unshed tears, opening widely in her aston-
ishment.

“Leook in the papers on yvour return home
and see. Then the print. Observe that
the type is Identleal on both sides, while,
in fact, there 1= alwavs a perceptible differ-
ence between that used in the ohituary col-
umn and that to be found in the columns
devoted to other matter. Notice alse,” I
continued, holding up the serap of paper
between her and the light, “that the align-

“It is not

ment on one side is not exactly parallel
with that on the other; a discrepancy
which would not exist if both sides had

been printed on a newspaper press. These
facts lead me to conclude, first, that the ef-
fort to match the type exactly was an
oversight on the part of the unknown, and,
secondly, that one of the sides, at least,
presumably that centaining the obituary
no:lce, was printed on a hand press, on the
blank eide of a piece of galley proof picked
up In some newspaper office."”

“I.et me see.” And siretching out her
hand with the utmest eagerness, she took
the slip and turned it over. Instantly a
change took place in her countenance. She

He Cried, Peremptorily: “Present me
to your husband!™

sank back in her seat and a blush of man-
{fest confusion suffused her cheeks., “Oh!"
she exclaimed, “what will you think of
me? I brought this scrap of print into the
house myself and pinned it on the cushion,
too. I remember it now. The sight of
those words recalis the whole occurrence.”

“Then there ls one mystery less for us
to solve,” 1 remarked, somewhat dryly.

“Do you think so?’ she protested, with a
deprecatory look. “For me the mystery
deepens and becomes EVEry minute ore
serfous. It Is true that I brought this
scrap of newspaper into the house, and that
it had then, as now, the notice of my hus-
band's death upon it, but the time of my
bringing it in was Tuesdayv night, and he
Fms not found dead till Wednesday morn-
ng."”

PART II.
“A discrepancy worth noting,” I remark-
ed.

“Involving a mystery of some impor-

tance,”” she concluded.

I agreed to that.

“And since we have discovered how the
ellp came into your room, we can now
proceed to the clearing up of this mystery,”
1 now observed. *“You can, of course, in-
form mie where you procured this slip

which you say you brought into the
house?™"
“Yes. You may think It strange, but

when I alighted from the carriage that
night a man on the sidewalk pul this tiny
scrap of paper into my hand. It was done
€0 mechanically that it made no more im-
pression on iy mind than the thrusting of
an advertisement upon me. Indeed, T P-
posed It was an advertisement, and only
wondered that I retained it in my hand at
all. But that I did do so, and that in a
moment of abstraction I went so far as to
pin it to my cushion, is evident from the
fact that a vague memory remains of this
recipe which you see is printed on the re-
verse slde of the paper.”

“It was the recipe, then, and not. the
obituary notice, which attracted your at-
tention the night before?"

“Probably, but in pinning it to the
cushlon it was the obltuary notice that
chanced to come up foremost. Oh, why
didn't T remember all this before? Can
You undersland such forgetfulness concera-
ing a matter of such importance?” :

“Yes,"” 1 allowed, after a momentary
consideration of her ingenuous counte-
nance. ‘“The words you read in !.he mnor:-
ing were so startling that they disconneet-
ed themsclves from those which you had
carelessly glanced at the night before.”

“That is it,” she replied; “and since then
I have had eyes but for only the one side.
How could I think of the other? But who
printed this thing and who put it into my
hand? He looked like a beggar, but—Oh!""
she suddenly exclaimed, her cheeks flush-
irig scarlet and her eyes flashing with a
feverish, almost alarming glitter.

“What is it new,” I asked;
recoilection?"*

“Yes.” 8Bhe spoke so low I could hardly
hear her. *“He coughed and—"

“And what?” I encouragingly suggested,
secing that she was under some new and
overwhelming emotion.

“That corzh had a familiar sound, now
that I think of it, Tt was like that of a
friend who—hut no, no, that is mere specu-
lation. Jle ,would stoop to much, but not
to tkat, yet—"'

he flush on her cheeks had dled out,
but the two vivid spots which remained
showed the depth of her excltement.

“Do vou think,” she suddenly asked,
“that a man out of revenge might plan
to frighten me by a false notice of my
hustard's death,. and that God to pun-
ish him made the notice a prophecy?”

“I think a man influenced by the spirit
of revenge might do almost anything,” I
ancwered, purposely ignoring the latter
part of her question.

“But I always considered him a good
man. At least, I never thought him wick-
ed But that iIs a foolish waste of time.
Every cther beggar we meet has a cough;
and yet,” she added, after a moment's
paute, “if it was not he who gave me this
shcek, who was {t? He is the only person
in the werld 1 ever wronged.”

“Can you not tell me his name?' I sug-
gested.

“I am in too great doubt.
to do bim an injury twice.”

“You cannot injure him if he is innocent.
My methods are very safe."

“If T could forget his cough! but it had
that peculiar catch in it that I remembered
so wvell in the cough of John Graham. I
did rot pay any especial heed to it at the
time. Old days and old troubles were far
enough from my thoughts: but now that
my svepiclons are raised, that low, chok-
Ing =ovrnd coines back to me In a strangely
pers'stent way, and T seem to sees a well-
renmu mlered shape in the stooping figure
of #his heggar, Oh, I hope the guod God
will ferglve me if T atiribute to this disap-
rointed man a wickedness he never com-
mitted."”

“Who Is John Graham?' I urgel, “and
what was the nature of the wrong you did
him?"

She rose, cast me one anpealing glance,
ard, seeing that I meant to have her story,
turred toward the tire and stood warming
her feet hefore the hearth in such a way
as te kide her face from my gaze.

I was cnee engaged to marry him,” she
began. “*Not because 1 loved him, but be-
cause Wwe were very poor—I mean my
mother and myself—and he had a home
and seemed good and generous. The day
came when we were to be married—this
was in the west, way out in Kansas—and
I was even dressed for the wedding, when
a letter came frem my unele liere, a rich
uncie, very rich, who had never had any-
thing to do with my mother sinee her mar-
riage, and In it he promised me fortune anid
everything else desirable in life if 1 would
comea to him unineumbered by foolish tics,
Think of it! And 1 within half an hour of
marriage with a man I had rnever loved,
amnd now suddenly hated. The temptation
was overwhelming, and, heartless as I may
secm, 1 succumbed to it Telling my lover
that I had changed my mind, [ dismissed
thie minisier when he came, and announced
my intention of proceeding cast as soon as
possible with my poor, sick mother. Mr.
Graham was struck dumb, and during the
few days which intervened before my de-
parture I was haunted by his face, which
was like that of a man who had died from
some overwheiming shock., But when 1 was
cnee free of “the town, especially after 1
arrived in New York, I forgot him. Every-
thing around me was so beautiful. Life
was so full of action, and my uncle so de-
lighted with me and everyvthing I did. Then
there was James Holmes, and when 1 saw
him—but I cannot talk of that. We loved
ecach other, and under the surprise of this
new delight how could 1 be expected to re-
member the man I had left behind me In
that remote world of poverty and paltry
devices in which I had spent my youth?

“another

I should hate

She Did Not Dare to Finish.

But he did not forget, and blamed me that
1 did. He followed me to New York, and
cn the morning 1 was married found his
way into the house, and, mixing with the
wedding guests, suddenly appeared before
me just as I was receiving the congratu-
lations of my friendz. 1 felt all the terror
he had caleulated upon causing, but, re-
membering at whose slde T stood, I man-
aged to hide my confusion under an aspecet
of haughtiness., This Irritated John Gra-
ham. Flushing with anger, ani ignoring
my imploring look, he eried, peremptorily:
‘Present me to your husband!” and T pre-
sented him. But his name roused no corre-
sponding anger In my husband. 1 had
rever tald him of my early experience with
this man, and John Graham, percelving
this, cast me a glance of heart-piercing dis-
dain and passed on, muttering between his
teeth: ‘False to me and false to him! Your
punishment will be upon you!” And I felt
as if [ had been cursed.”

She stopped here, moved by emotions
readily to be understoed. Then, with quick
impetuosity, she caught the thread of her
slcry and went on.

PART III.

“That was six months ago: and again 1
forgot. My mother dled and my husbard
socn absorbed my every thought. How
could T dream: that this man who was little
more than a memory to me, and scarcely
that, was secretly planning mischief
against me? Yet this paper scrap about
which we have talked so much may have
been the work of his hands; and even my
husband's death—"

She did not dare to finish, but her face,
which was turned toward me, spoke vol-
umes.

“Your husband's death shall be inquired

into," I assured her. And she, exhausted
by the excitement of her discoveries, asked
that she might be excused from ciscussirg
the subject any further at present.

As I had no wish to enter Inito this mat-
ter any more fully at that time, I readily
acecded to her request, and the pretty
widow left me,

Obviously the first fact to be settled was
whether Mr. Holmeg had dled from purely
natural causes. 1 accordingly busied my-
self the next few days with this question,
and was fortunate enough to Interest the
proper authoritles sufliciently for them to
order the body exhumed and examined.
The result was not what I expected. No
traces of poison were to be found in the
stomach, nor was there any mark of vio-
lence to be seen upon the hody, nor the ap-
pearance of any wound with the exception
of a minute prick upon one of his thumbs,
A speck so small that only I was fortunate
enough to detect it.

He was again interred, the authorities
assuring the widow that the docior's cer-
tificate given ler in Philadelphla was cor-
rect. But I was not satisfied, neither, do I
think, was she. I was confident that his
death was not a natural one, and entersd
upon one of those secret and prolonged in-
vestizations which have constituted the
pleasure of my [Mife for so many vears,
First, I visited the Colonnade in Philadel-
plia, and belng allowed to see the room in
which Mr., Holmes died, went through it
carefully. As it had not been used since
that time I had some hopes of coming
upon a clue.

But It was a vain hope, and the only re-
sult of my journey to this place was the
assurance I received that the gentleman
had spent the entire evening preceding his
deeth in his own room alone. He had
received several letters and one small pack-
a&ge while at the hotel, the latter coming

by mall. With thig ‘one point gained—if it
was a point—I went back to New York.

Seeing Mrs. Helmes, 1 asked her if she
had sent her husband anything but letters
while he was away, and, upon her reply-
Ing *No,” requesteff'to know if In her visit
to Philadelphia she had seen anything in
her husband’'s rgom which was new to her.
“For he received a package while there,”
I explained, “‘and, though its contents may
have been perfectly harmless, it would be
well for us to be desured of this, in pres-
ence of the fearful’dbubts we both secretly
entertain in regardi to his death.”

*Oh, you are certala, then—"'

“No,” sald I. *“] am far from ecertain.
Indeed, we have no proof at all of his hav-
ing suffered violence in any way. On the
contrary, we are assyred that he died from
natural causes. Tiut the incident of the
newspaper slip outw, ‘ghs the doctor's con-
cluslons, in my mird, and until the mystery
surrounding it has ‘been satisfactorily ex-
plained, by its author, T shall hold to the
theory that your husbarnd has been made
away with In some strange and seemingly
unaccountable way, which we are bound to
find out.”

“You are rght!
Graham!"

She was B0 carried away by this plain
exnression of my belief that she forgot the
question I had put to her.

‘“You have not told whether or not you
fcund anything among your hushand’'s ef-
fects that can explain this mystery,” I sug-
Eretad,

Shie at once became attentive.

“Notning,” said she. *“H!s trunks were
already packed and his bag nearly so.
Trere were a few things lying about the
room which were put Into the latter, but I
saw nothing but what was familiar among
them; at lcast, I think not; perhaps we
had better look through his trunk and see.
I have not had the heart to open it since
I cam2 back.”

As this was exactly what I wished, I
eaid as much, and she led me into a small
rcom, against the wall of which stood a
trunk with a traveling bag on top of it.
Orening the latter, she spread the contents
cut on the trunk.

“I know all these things,” she sadly mur-
mured, the tears welling in her eyes.

“This?" I inquired, lifting up a bit of
coiled wire with two or three little rings
dangling from it.

“No; why, what is that?”

“It looks llke a puzzle of some kind.”

“Then it I8 of no consequence. My hus-
band was forever amusing himself over
scme such contrlvance. All his friends
knew it, and used tu send him every new
cne they came across. This one evidently
reacked him in Philadelphia."”

Meanwhile I was eveing the bit of wire
curiously. It was undoubtedly a puzzle,
hut it had appendages to it that I did not
understand.

“It i more than ordinarily complicated,”
I ohserved, moving the rings up and down
in a vain endeavor to weork them off.

“The better he would like it,” she sald.

I kept on working with the rings. Sud-
denly 1 gave a violent start. A little prong
in the handle of the toy had started out
and pricked me.

“You had better not handle It =ald T,
and laid it down. Buat the next minute I
took it up again and put it In my pocket.
The prick made by this treacherous bit of

You are right! Oh, John

“Yon hud better not handle it,"” safd I.

mechanism was In or near the same place
on my thumb as the one I had noticed on
the hand of the deceased AMr, Holmes.

There was a fire in the room, and hefore
proceeding further 1 cauterized that prick
with the end of a red-hot poker. Then T
made my adieux to Mrs. Holmes, and went
Immediately to a chemlist friend of mine.

“Test the end of this bit of steel for me,”
said I. *I have reason to believe it carries
with it a deadly poison.”

He took the toy, promised to subject it
to every test possible and let me know the
result. Then I went home. T felt ill, or
Imagined that 1 did, whleh, under the cir-
cumstances, wias almost as bad.

Next day, however, 1 was quite well,
with the exception of a certain inconve-
nience in my thumb. But not till the fol-
lowing week did I recelve the chemist's
report. It overthrew my whole theory, He
had found nothing, and returned me the
bit of steel.

But T was not eonvineed.

“I will hunt up this John Graham,”
thought I, “and study him.”

PART IV.

But this was not so easy a task as it may
appear. As AMrs, Holmes possessed no clue
to the whereabouts of her quondam lover, 1
had nothing to go upen In my search for
him, save her rather vague deseription of
his personal appearance and the fact that
he was constantly interrupted In speaking
by a low, choking cough. However, my
natural perseverance carried me through.
After seeing and interviewing a dozen John
Grahams, with no satisfactory results, I at
last hit upon a man of that name who pre-
sented a figure of such vivid unrest and
showed such desperate hatred of his fel-

lows, that I began to entertain hopes of his
bemg the person I was in search of. But,
determined to be correct upon this point
before proceeding further, I confided my
suspicions to Mrs. Holmes, and induced her
to accompany me down to a certain spot
on the elevated from which I had more
than once seen this man go by to his usual

He Did Not Even Look Up in Pass-
ing Us,

lounging place in Printing House Square.

She showed great courage in iolng this,
for she had such a dread of him that she
was In a state of nervous excitement from
the moment she left the house, feeling sure
that she would attract his attention and
thus risk a disagreeable encounter. But she
might have spared hereelf these fears. He
did not even look up in passing us, and
it was mainly by his walk she recognizel
kim. But she did recognize h'm: and this
nerved me at once to set about the formi-
dable task of fixlng upon him a erime
which was not even admitted as a fact by
the authorities, .

He was a poor man about town, living,
to all appearances, by his wits, He was to
be seen mostly in the down-town portions
of the city, standing for hours in front of
romie newspaper office, gnawing at his fin-
er ends, and staring at the passersby with
a hungry look that alarmed the timid and
provoked almns Trom the benevolent. Need-
less to say thzat he rejected the latter ex-
pression of sympatny with angry contempt.

His face was long and pallid, his check-
bones high aund his mouth bitter and reso-
lute in expression. He wore neither beard
ner mustache, but made up for their lack
by an ahundance of lizght brewn hair,
which hung very nearly to hls shoulders.
He stooped in standing, but as soon as he
mcved showed decision and a certain sort
of pride which caused him to hold his head
high and his body more than usuaily erect.
With all the good points his aprearance
was decidedly =inister, and 1 d{d not won-
der that Mrs. Holmes feared him.

My uext move was to accost him. Paus-
ing belore the doorway in which he stood,
T addressed him some trivial gquestion. He
auswered me wlii su went politeness, but
with a grudging attenlion which betrayved
the hold which his own thoughts had upon

him. He coughed while speaking, and his
eye, which for a moment rest~d on mine,
preduced upon me an impression for which
I was nardly prepared, great as my preju-
dice against him. There was such an ey
composure In it; the composure of an en-
venomed nature consclous of its superior-
ity to all surprise. As I lingered to study
him more closely, the many dangerous
quallies of the man became more and more
apparent to me, and convinced me that to
proceed further without deep and careful
thcrght would be to court fa'lure where
triumph would set me up for life. I gave
up all present attempt at enlisting him in
corversation, and went my way in as in-
quirirg and serious a mood as I had ever
been thrown into by any encounter I had
ever had with a suspected criminal.

In fact, my position was a peculiar one,
and the problem 1 had set for myself was
one of unusual difficulty. Only by meana
of some extraordinary device, such as is
seldom resorted to by the police of this
or any other nation, could I hope to arrive
Al the secret of this man's conduct, and
triumph in a metter clesed to all sppear-
ances frem any human penetration,

But what device? I knew of none, nor
dld two days and pights of strenuons
thought s=erve to yield me the least Eght
on the subject. Indeed my mind seemed
to grow more and more confused the
lorger I uiged It into action. 1 failed to
get inspiration Indoors or cut, and, feeling
my health suffer from the constant irrita-
tien of my recurring disappointment, I re-
sclved to take a day off and carry myself
ard my perplexities into the country.

I did so. Governed by an Impulse which
I did not then understand 1 went to a

It Sent Him Staggering Backward.

emall town in New Jersey and entered the
first house on which I saw the sign of
“Hoom to Let.” The result was tae most
fortunate. No sooner had I crossed the
threshold of the neat and homely apart-
meént thrown open to my use than it re-
called a room Iin which I had slept two
years before and In which 1 had read a
little book 1 was only too glad to remem-
ber at this Instant. Indeed, it seemed like
an inspiration to do seo, for, thougzh it was
a slmple child's story wnitten for moral
purposes, it contalred an idea which prom-
Ised to e invaluable to me at this juncture.
Indeed, 1 believed myself in this one mo-
ment ¢f memory to have solved the proh-
lem that was puzzling me, and, relieved
beyond expression, I paid for the night's
lodging I had now determined to forego,
#nd returned immediately to New York,
having spent just fifteen minutes in the
town where I had received this happy in-
spiration.

My firet step on entering the city was
tc order a dozen steel colls made similar
to the one which I still believed answera-
ble for James Holmes' death. My next
to learn as far as possible all of Jonn Gra-
ham's haunis and habits. At a week's
end I had the springs and knew almost
as well as he did himse!f where he was
Lkely to be found at all times of the day
and nlght. 1 immediately acted upon this
knewleadge., Assuming a slight disguise 1
repeated my former stroll through Printing
Hot se Square, locking into each doorway
as 1 passed. John Graham was in one of
them, staring in his old way at the pazsing
crowd, but evidently sceing nothing but
the images formed hy his cwn disordered
Erain, A manusceript roll stuck out of
his breast pecket, and, from the way his
1ervous fingers fumibied ot, 1 began to un-
derstand the restless glitter of his eyes,
which were as full of w etchedness as any
eyes 1 have ever seen.

Entering the doorway where he stood, 1
dropped at his feet one of the small stes]
coils with which I was provided. He Jid
not =ee it, but, pausing a step or two away,
I directed his attention to it by sayving:

“Pardon me, but did I not see something
drop out of your hand?”

He started, glanced at the seeming in-
offensive toy at which I pointed and altered
50 suddenly and vividly that it became in-
stantly apparent that the surprise I had
planned for him was fully as Keen and
searching a one as I had anticipated. Re-
co’ling sharply, he gave me a quick look,
then glanced down at his feet as if half e¢x-
pecting to find the object vanish:d which
had startled him. DBut, perceiving it still
lyving there, he erushed it viciously with his
heel, and, uttering some Incoherent wornds,
dashed impetuously from the building.

Confident that he would regr«t this hasty
impulse and return, 1 withdrew a few steps
and walted. And, sure enough, in less than
five minutes he came siinking back. Pick-
ing up the coll with more than one sly
look, he examined it closzly. Suddenly he
gave a sharp cry and went staggeriag out.
Had he discovered that the seeming puzzle
possessed the same Invisible spring which
had made the one handled by Johin Holmes
s0 dangerous?

Certain as to the place he would be found
in next, I made a short cut to an obscure
little saloon in Nassau strest, where I took
up my stand in a spot convenient for sceirg
without being seen. In ten minuies he was
standing at the bar asking for a drink.

“Whisky!" he cried; *'straight.”

It was given him, but as he set the
empty glass down on the ~ounter he saw ly-
ing before him another of the steel springs,
and was so confounded by the sight that
the proprietor, who had put it there at
my instigation, thrust out his hand toward
him as if half afraid he would fall.

“Where did that—that thing come from?”
stammered John Graham, ignoring the oth-
er's gesture, and pointing with a trembling
hand at the seemingly insignificant bit of
wire between them.

“Didn’t it drop from your coat pocket?”
inquired the proprictor. *It wasn't lving
there before you came in.”

With a horrilble oath the unhappy man
turned and fled from the place. I lost sight
of him after that for three hours, then I
suddenly came upon him. He was walking
up and down with a set purpose in his face
that made him look more dangerous than
ever.

Of course I followed him, expecting him to
turn toward LUth street, but at the corner
of Madison avenue and 47th street he
changed his mind and dashed toward 24
avenve. At Park avenue he faltered and
again turned north, walking for svveral
bluocks as if the fiends were behind him. I
began to thiLk that he was but attempting
to walk off his excitement, when at a sud-
den rushing sound in the cut beside vs he
stopped and trembled. An express traln
was sheoting hy. As it Jdisappearad in the
tunnel beyond he looked about kim with a
blanched face and wandering eve: but his
glance did not fall my way, or, If it did, he
failed to attach any meaning to my near
presence,

He began to move on again, and this
time towar:d the bridge spanning the cut.
1 followed him very clogely. In the center
of it he paused and looked down at the
track beneath him. Another train was ap-
proaching. As it came near he trembled

I Own I Felt Sorry for Him.

from head to foot, and.- catching at the
railinz against which he leaned, was about
to make a quick move forward, when a
pufi of smoke arose from below and sent
Lim siaggering backward, gasping with ter-

Highest of all in Leavening Power.— Latest U. S. Gov’t Report

ror I could not understand till 1 =saw 1}«
smoke had tuke the form of a spiral an.
was sallug away before him in what to his
disordered imagination must have looked
like a gigantic coll.

It may have been chance and it may
have been Providence; bhut whichever {t
was, it saved him. He could not face that
semiblance of his haunting thoovght; and,
turning away, he cowered down om ke
neighboring curbetone, where he sat for
several minutes with his head fallen into
his hands:; when he rose apain he wuas
his own during and sinister sclf.

PART V.

Knowing that he was now too much
master of his faculties to lgnore me any
longer, T walked quickly away and lert
him. I knew where he would be at ¢
o'clock, and had already engaged a table
at the eame restaurant. It was 7, however,
before he put In an appearance, and by
this time he was looking more composel,
There was a reckless air about him, how-
ever, which was perhaps only notlceabie
to me; for none of the habitues of this
place was entirely without 1t, and of all
the spotg In which 1 could have seen him
his appearance here was least likely to ai-
tract attention, wild ecyes and unkempt
hair being in the majoriiy.

I let him eat. The dinner he ordlered
was simple and I had not the heart to in-
terrupt his enjoyment of ii.

But when he had finished, and came to

“I"ave you anything more to say or do
«wforz you ieave these rooms?" I arked,

H= ghook Dbis head, and then, bethinking
iimself, poirted to the ro'i of raper which
Le hiad flung on the table.

“Burn that!” he erled,

I tock up the roll und looked at it: it was
the manuscript of a poem in blang Verse,
“I have been with it into a dozen rews-
paper wind masuzine offioea” h
with great b sa. “Had |
her for it 1
anlid

cxnlained,

suceeed 4
mizht have
. tricd to build
up a new life or the ruins of the old. But
they would noet have 1t, none of ‘hem; so0
1 say, burn it! that nothing of me may
reriiin in this miscrabic world.”

“Hesp 19 the fa=ts,” [ sever 1y retorted.
"It was while carry ng this porm from one
newsnaner to another that vou secured that
bit of print upon the blank eide of which
You yourself printed the obituarry notice,
with which you savored yoar revenge
Aguinst the woman who had disappolnied

yon
"You know that? Then vou Know whera
I got the poison with which I tipped the

silly 1oy wi
his life wit}

“No,” said I, T do
Eot it I merely
peison, bought at
ordinzry chem.s
"It w28 woorall: the deadly secret woor-

I that weak man fooled away

not know where you
know 1t was no common
a druggist's or from any

all. _l g0l 1t from—but that is another
man’s secret. You will never hear f om
me aryvihing that will comnromise a friend,

1 pgot i1, that is
my man."

ail. Oune drop, bat #t Killed

pay, then 1 allowed the shock to conie. g o o s
Under the bill which the waiter laid at | T8¢ 60 e e SSNENt which S
the side of his plate was the lnevitable tion.” A ll;l'\'-iq-f‘l‘h'-—' i ; r: 'f“;-l?li:
steel coil; and it produced even more than h“n‘] 1’4;- i ." rl;-}- s‘?;”' : _1_-“ of 1 ;l_.r.-l
its usual effect. I own 1 felt sorry for him. ]},53 figure for Al - :u” l_:" .._,..:i ;_.._I_.-f
He did not dash from the place, how- | ultuu*[‘nu el jg (-..;‘-'-‘,,_.'-‘ "'1:-"|. .:. . ; t“ | .t
ever, as he had from the liquor saloon. A | _ 4 rotaing  but ”‘-L1'-\:"|i1'vll' .,'_Jh. ot
spirit of resistance had seized hirr!. and maired .m the l:m-rr;- Bt ‘i, :-tIL?.J ‘m”_'._..
he demanded to know where this object of ’ i m the counte-

his fear had come from. No one could
tell him (or would). Whereupon he bigan
to rate and would certainly have dorne
himself or somebody else an injury if he
had not been calmed by a man almost as
wild looking as himself. Paying his bll,
but vowing he would never enter the place
agaln, he went out, clay white, and with
the swaggering alr of a man who has juvsi
asserioed himself.

He drooped, though, as soon as he reach-
ed the street, and I had no difficulty in
following him to a certain gambilng den,
where he galred 8 and lost &
there he went to his lodgings in West 1uih
streetl,

But late the naxt day I returned lhrt'q_'
and rang the bLell. It was already dusk,
but it was light enough for me to no
the unrepaired condition of the iron ral-
Ings on either side of the old ston- etoop,
and to compare his ahode of decayed

grandeur with the spacious and vl«-g,m!
apartment In which pretty Mrs, Holmes
mourned the loss of her young husband.

Had any such comparison ever been made
by the unhappy John Graham, as he hur-
ried up those decayed steps intd the disnial
talls beyond? 1 did niot doubt ft.

In answer to my summons there came
to the door a young woman, to whom 1
had but to intimate my wish to see AMr.
Graham for her to let mc ia with the short
announcement:

*Ton floor, back room’
out; door shut, he's in'

As an opea door meant llberty to enter
I lost no time in folluwing the direction
of her pointing finger, and presently found

Door open, he's

From |

nance of this doomed and despaliring man,
(The End.)
-_—
TREED BY A BIG MOOSE.
A Maine Boy Will in Futare be More

Cautious About Stoning Stray Co wx,
From the Boston Glabw,

“Juck™ Clark 1s a stout hoy of fourtesn
years, living a1t Sherman, Me. He goes out
after the cows every night and drives 1he m
home to the tie-up, a!ways in the greaiest
safety, but the other nirkt he had an ad-
venture which has led to the subwstitution
of his older brother In the gathering of 1

IS SL]

kine o nighis
Las: Rarurday night Jack went down
after the cattle. The animals were: in the

pasiure, and it was dark almost before ho

| #o1 to them. He started them home with
some gpeed, but one lagged In the shadons
urnider the troes,

Jack threw a stone at the supposed cow,
amnd got a very large surprise in return for
it. He heard the sione strike the wal

| with a hollow thump on its rihs, 3 N
pected to see the cow come out from un b

myself in a lew attle chamier averlonking |

an acre of roofs. A fire hal beea lighted
in the open grate, and the ficks
beams daneel on celling and walls with a
cheeriness zreatly in contrast to the na-
lure of the business on which T was bent.

As they aiso served to liza: tne room 1 |

proceeded to mak: myselfl at home, and,
diawing up a cnasr, sat down at the fire-
place in such a way as to conveal myself
from any one entering the door.

In less than haif ar. aenr he came in.

He was In a state of high emotion,  His
face was flushed #nd his eyes burninge
Btepping rapidly forward he flune his hat
down on the table in the middle of he
room with a curse that was half cry and

It Was Another of the Steel Coils.

half groan. Then he stood silent and 1
had an orportunity af noting how haggard
he had grown in the short time sinee 1 hiod
geen him last.  13ut the interval of s
Inaction was short, and In a moment he
flung up his arms with a loud *curse her!”
that rang througu the narrow room =zand
betrayed the source of his present frenzy.
Then he again stood still, grating his teeth
and working his hands In a way terribiy
suggestive of the murderer's nstinet. Lot
not for long. He saw something that at-
tracted his attention ou the table, a some-
thing upon which my eves had long befure
been fixed, and, starting forward with a
fresh and quite different dizplay of emo-
tion, he caught up what looked like a roll
of manuscript and began 1o tear it open.

“Back again! Always bhack!' he waliel
from his lips, and he gave the roll a toss
that sent frem its midst a emall object
waich he no souoner saw than he lLecame
speechless and reeled back. It was an-
other of the steel coils.

“Good God!" fell at last from his stiff
and working lips. *“Am I mad or has the
devll joined In the pursuit against me?
I cannot eat, I cannot drink, but this dia-
bolical spring starts up before me. It
is here, there, everywhere. The visible
sign of my guilt; the—the®” He hal
stumbled back upon my chair and, turningz,
SEW me.

1 was on my feet at once, and, seeing
that he was dazed by the shock of my
presence, 1 slid gquletly between him and
the door.

The movement aroused him. Turning
upon me with a sarcastic smile, In which
was concentrated the bitterness of vears,
he briefly said:

“S0, I am caught! Well, there has to he
an end to men as well as to things, and 1
am ready for mine. She turned me away
from har door today, and after the heil of
that moment I don’t much fear any other.”

“You had better not talk,” I admonished
him. *“All that falls from you now will
only tell against you at vour trial.”

He broke into a harsh laugh. “And do
you think I care for that? That having
been driven by a woman's perfidy into
crime, T am going to bridle my tongue and
keep back the words which are the only
safeguard from Insanity? No, no: while
my miserable breath lasts I will curse her,
and if the halter is to cut short my words,
;: sl.mll be with her name blistering msx

ps."”

I attempted to speak, but he would not
give me the opportunity. The passion of
veeks had found wvent zand he rushed on
recklessly.

“I went to her homse today. T wanted to
see her in her widow's weeds: I wanted to
see her eyves red with weeping over a gricf
which owed its bitterness to me. But she
would not grant me an admittance. She
had me thrust from her dsor, and T shall
never know how deeply the iron has sunk
into her soul. Bu!—-" and here his face
showed a sulden change—'"shall I not sca
her if T am tried for murder? Will she not
be in the court room, and shall T not have
the opportunity of meeling her eve to eye?”

“Doubtless,” T hegan: but his interruption
came quickly and with vehement passion,

“Taen here I am. Welcome trial, convie-
tlon, death, even. To gee her onlice more is
all T desire. She shall never forget, never!

“Then you do not deny,” 1 began,

“I deny nothing,” he returned, and hela
out his hands with a grim gesture. "“"How
can I when from everything I touch fails
out the devilish thing which took aw.y
the life I hated.”

= red |

the trees on a swinging run. Instead, a b'g

moosc bourided out in the oponing aud made
for the Youngster.

I up the animal at first =ight,

s, when the big enougzh

=irecis 8

o walk 1 wh in hoots
and stockings know wild a ils whien
ther e them. So Jack koew the moose,
He maide for the nenrest tree and scopted
up it with small delay,
Whe moose was close #t the boy's hecls
when he climbed into the lower brane
| #nd snorted around the foot of the trm
Iin a way that made the hov shiver
grib the limbs closer. Afler abou: a:
| Rour the big brute went off in rod-long
| Jumps. Jack came duwn, ran for home and

| opened a savings bank in Helenn,

tald the story.
— e L
Hd Tommy Cruse,

From the Cornbiil Muazazine,

When I met Tommy first his only as=ot
was in serlous danger, for his five unders
fed and underbred ponics were about to bo
selzed for overdue taxes. I could not heldp
Tommy with his money, but T wrled to with

advice, “Strike old Bam Ashhy for a
couple of hundred dollars,™ 1 BUEZy =1+,
Sam Ashby was one of the rich men of

Heiena, Mont, at that period, and ran a

small savings bank. Tommy Cruse “tried
old Sam All he got, however,
Vv as some v frec talk, in which t1he
banker a red Tommy Cruse that he
would rather throw paper mones to the
home of his satanie majesty loan it
10 such a drunken, shiftless fello Tom-
my Cruse got lils money, however, Thres
weeks later he Jocated the great Iwum
Limmond gold mine. He kuew he had
a big thing, but somehow he could make
robody believe In his mine. For vears he
worked at it, however, iiving at times a

dog's life.
Onee, while talking to a friend of mine,

he fell forward unconscious; he had not
eaten a mouthful of food for thirty-sx
hours, and yet with dogeod pers ey hadl

worked on il he fell in his tracks. At last
bis day came, he opered up a Lig veln, and
had a miliion dollars to his credit in a
good, eafe hank. Hard times over, he
decided to pose as a “solid citizen,” so he
One of
the first men to apply to Tommy Crase,
ba: Ger, for a small loan waes the one-time
banker, old Sam Ashby, now lees o
percus. Then came to the old prospu-ctor

| the happlest moment of his life, one that

| privation,

wiped out all memory of starvation and
For Tommy Cruse, showing his

| would-be customer to the door, assred
that castomer, In language too emphatic
and graphie for Enpglish ears, that he

would sconer throw paper money into the
home of his satanic majesty than loan It
to such a drunken, sHirtless fellow es Sam
Ashihy.

Ore day Tommy Crase invited the whole
of Montana to his wedding, end the whale
of Montana came. Tommy nad ar 2 |
for open house and free drinks with evory
salcon in Helena, Consequently the night
Toenmuny got married the whole male popu-
atlon got drunk, and it took a woeek to
sober the population Inte working condi-
ticn.

—pe —
Statesmoen and Politiclans,

Frem the Chleago DPost,
“What we need,” he

fewer politlcians and more gtatesmen.’
She looked at him admiringly, as If wone-

dering how one man could know 20 much,
“What's the difference betwoen a sliles-

said oracularly, *is

man and a politician, Edward?” sie asked
at last,
“The difference?” he exclaimed.

“Yes," she replicd quictly.

“0Oh, yes, of coursc—the difference,
gald in an easy, offhand way. “The
ference is—ah—ah—, Why, you ought
know that.”

“Rut I'm afraid T don't,” she returncd.
“You know, I'm only a woman.”

“(f course, of course.”

“My Idea,”” she went on, hesitatingly,
“aouid be that a statestnan was the one
who didn’t talk politics on the street or at
inappropriate times and placces and didn't
try to make a fochorn of hims<lf every
time a politieal subject happonad to come
urder discussion, while a politician=""

“]—1 think you're right,"” he iutsrrupted,
and somehow he couldn’t help wondering
all the rest of the dav wiwther she had
been taking a long range shot at hun.

he

';Ir'
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Emaller of the Two—""What! Ton
You woulda't e in 2! If 1 wusz
irike yer wunst, yor'd have ter
ter on yver stummick an’ chew
fur de rest of yer life!"—Lifq




